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“Sir, wouldn’t you know?

E<OHDEAICOATE

To get your fingers
dyed—nothing’s more fantastic. It’s just something.
Take my word for it, sir.”

So saying, he spread his own hands so my eyes
could see.

And to my eyes the blue leapt from the thumbs

and index fingers—the rest buried in the whiteness
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of his little hands. The fox drew his hands together
and, in my eyes, made a diamond-shaped frame with

the four fingers that were painted blue.

CO—ETIE., THEDR) & [EX x5 DH)
AER DX BB ES TICR> TWT, > TH
gEraold., B (WEFE) J & Evte O
LXLOUEIN, ) H (L) 3 ®aXbIFAL
THDH, MHEL, ARLAFAOENE LT HAGR
TIEHIN TSN, EAROBICEESDIE
FEO (A T 2NEDRED TH) B2OT
HB, I [FF-oTW) 2EERND D,
1991EDBRTIHUTOL DL TV S,

I saw that, of the fingers of his little white hands,
only the thumbs and index fingers were dyed blue.
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* John Wain, ‘Going Home’ in Sprightly Run-
ning: Part of an Autobiography. London, Mcmillan, 1963.
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* adzuki: [Jap.] The dark red edible beans of the
annual leguminous plant Vigna angularis, cultivated in China
and Japan; the plant itself. kudzu: [Jap. kuzu.] In full, kudzu
vine. A perennial climbing plant, Pueraria thunbergiana (or P.
lobata), of the family Leguminos, native to China and Japan,
and cultivated elsewhere as a fodder plant, an ornamental, or
an aid in the prevention of soil erosion. kikyo: [Jap.] A local
name for Platycodon grandiflorum, a herbaceous perennial of
the family Campanulace, native to China and Japan; the Chinese
bell-flower. (The Oxford English Dictionary, 2nd ed. )
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Through the tiny window of his fingers, my eyes
took in the view of a white fox. It was a grand view
of a mother-fox, which squatted on her haunches in a
still, quiet manner. The brush of her tufty tail, held
the right way up, gave a sway in the air. It was just as
if a painting of a fox were fitted pat into this window-
frame.

“Wh-what in the world . . . 7”

Sheer astonishment choked my voice and I only
gasped. Into this dazzle of mine, the fox came forlornty
with:

“This is my mother.”

A beat of silence.

“A shot went bang and she was dead, a long, long
time ago.”

“Bang? With one shot of the gun?”

“’sright. With the gun.”

The fox undid the diamond as he let his hands
down, and dropped his head. Not knowing he had
now betrayed himself, he went on to say:

“I longed to see my mother again at that. I hankered
after her as she’d been in life, just one good glance
was fine with me. Is this the feeling that comes naturally
to humans, or is it not?"

I felt it was getting a bit sentimental, but then I kept
nodding in real earnest as I listened.

19914

What I saw in the little window of his fingers, was
the figure of a white fox. It was a mother fox of
stately magnificence, squatting still on her haunches,
the broom of her tail held upward wavering in the
wind. As if all this were a painting of a fox precisely
fitted in the framework of a window.

“Wha-what the heck . .. ?” This was all my voice
could say in my sheer astonish-ment.

Forlornly, the fox put in a word—"This is my
mother.”

“Bang came the sound, and she’d been killed—a
long, long time ago.”

“Bang? With a gun?”’

“That’s so. With a gun.” The fox swept down his
hands apart and dropped his head. Unaware that he’d
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let all this betray him, he went on, “However it was, I
longed to see her once again. I had a hankering after
another sight of my poor mother in life who’s no more,
if just one more sight. Isn't that a natural ‘human’
feeling? Is it not, sir?”

I nodded, by all means, while I was thinking this
was somehow getting to be a touching story.
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REVISITING THE FOX’S WINDOW: A PRAXIS AND THEORIZING OF
LITERARY TRANSLATION THROUGH “RENDITION 1997”
Mitsuyasu MIYASAKI

Dept. of Cognitive and Perceptual Sciences and Design Engineering

In general, it seems that it requires staunch belief in his or her literary creation of the author to
determine it to be his or her last draft since he or she can infinitely give dibs and dabs to make it more
satisfying. In a word, there is no such thing as his or her last draft. Neither is there to a translation of a
literary work, where, with the author in front, the translator prowls and prances behind. In this sense, a
translation deserves to be called a literary creation.

The present author revisits the source text which he executed into English once in the past, back in
1991, to look into what rules are predominantly in action behind his praxis of literary translation. In the
process of redoing the same old source text, a new awareness has dawned upon him that employment of
certain rhetorical devices makes images pertaining to the source text stand out with contrastive effect,
bringing the proposition more into focus; that idiomaticalness of the target language is to be had in his
target text when the language itself is more explored in the nature of its idiomatic use, which is the
toughest part of his engagement because it is seldom readily accommodated with translators at large
who render their mother tongues into foreign languages, not common practice; and that consideration of
coherence in his target text will let the target language come less unnaturally in that this again evokes in
him the necessity of idiomatical use of the target language. He has also gained alternative approaches
to translating something genuinely particular to the culture of the source languate and text. The act of
translating is the act of acculturating to the target language what is involved in the source text .

Since translation is thus done on the huge arena of language with sundry properties, the translator
must be prepared for the horrendously immsense proposition that he or she will plod an interminably

long way before he or she can nod “yes, this is it”.

Vol.48 No.1 (1997)
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Awa Naoko
The Fox’s Window

—from The Songs of Winds and Trees—

Rendition 1997
Miyasaki Mitsuyasu

WHEN WAS IT?—my memory fails me now,
but, believe me, it happened when I got lost in the
mountains.

I was on the way back to my cabin. Gun on my
shoulder, I was absently plodding the same path I
always walked. That’s right—walking, I was off in
the clouds at that time, say, mooning over the girl
I’d once been very fond of.

I had just taken a turn where the path was forked,
when suddenly it struck me that the sky overhead
was bedazzlingly bright—as if it might have been
blue glass, so polished it left no spots . . . and the
ground under my feet, too, gleamed a dim blue, or
was it my fancy?

“What?” escaped my lips.

For a split-second I stood lost where 1 was. I
blinked a couple of times, and what did I see? Yes,
I saw a vast stretch of open field rolling out far
beyond; it was not the same old cedar grove I was
wont to see. What surprised me more was that the
field was carpeted all
bellflowers.*

I gulped at this sight. My goodness! Where and
how could I have possibily taken the wrong way
and come out, like a shot out of hell, to a place like

over with purple

The original title is “Kitsune no Mado” in Kaze to Ki
no Uta (Tokyo: Jitsugyononihon-sha. 1st ed. 1972)

* Chinese bellflowers or balloonflowers, officially
named Platycodon grandiflorum, blooming from August to
September exclusively on Japanese, Chinese, and Korean sunny
hill- and mountainsides, standing 2 to 2, ft. They load
themselves with flowers at the end of straight slender stalks or
on branches. The flowers have also been appreciated since
olden times in the garden or in the vase so arranged.

this? Just to think of it: in the first place, in this
part of my mountains, had there been a flower field
like this?

I ordered to myself:

Turn back right away!

Why, all that spread in front of me was Just too
beautiful. It was such a stunning view that it
somehow frightened me into recoiling from it.

But all the same, there was a pleasant breeze
blowing over the field, and the flower field went on
and on and on, knowing no end. It was too good to
turn on my heels there and then. It was a shame to
leave it unexplored. Ikidded myself along:

“Maybe I could use a little rest here.”

Hoaxing myself, I sat down and began to mop
my brow.

Just then, I caught a glimpse of something white
flashing across in front of my eyes. I sprang to my
feet, standing bolt upright. Isaw a row of bellflowers
stirring violently to left and right in the wake of the
white creature as it slashed its way through the
flowers like a rolling ball.

Doubtless, it was a white fox, and it was still a
youngling, even. Snatching my gun, I burst into a
sprint to run after it.

Mere cub as it was, however, it ran so fast it
looked like I was no match for it, run as I did for all
I was worth. Execute it with a shot of my gun,
bang, and that would have been the end of it, but
that was not the name of the game. What I wanted
to do, if possible, was to find out the fox’s lair and
make the parent fox mine that was hiding there.
The fox ran on and hardly had it made a knoll
before it plunged into the flowers, disappearing once
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and for all who knows where.

Arrested in my tracks, I blanked out. I stood lost
like a fool. It felt as if I had been deserted by a
daytime moon in the brief moments my attention
had been drawn from it. Ah, the fox gave me the
clever slip, I sighed.

Into this plain blankness—

A strange voice came from behind:

“Good day, sir. May I help you?”

Surprised, I turned back and found myself
standing in front of a small shop. The entrance was
hung with a sign lettered in indigo, saying:

Dyer: Kikyo *

Under the sign was a solitary figure, a boy assistant
in an indigo apron** standing little and prim.
Straightaway I got the hang of it:

Aha, it’s that little fox’s shenanigans and that’s
that!

Now I was in the know, secret amusement bubbled
up from deep inside me, and I planned my tactics.
Very well, I was determined, I'll let myself be strung
along and take what this little-boy fox has to give,
and then this little creature will be mine.

Now I gave a smile with all the affability I could
put into it and said:

“May I rest for a little while if I may?”

At my request the little-boy fox beamed:

“Certainly, sir. Certainly.”

And he showed me into the shop.

There inside the shop was a dirt-floored room.
It had chairs which were made of white-birch
—believe it or not, there was a whole set of five.
And he had a table, too, and a handsome one.

“Such a nice place, isn’t it,” I said as I sat on one
of the chairs, and took off my cap.

“Thank you very much, sir,” replied the fox.

From the depths of the shop, he solemnly brought
me tea.***

* That is, bellflower; originally called so in
Japanese. Since the plant is exclusively peculiar to East Asia,
the English name does not quite fit, hence kikyo hereafter.

** A coverlet for the lower frontal part, from the

waist down to the middle of the shins.
*** That is, green tea.
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“Dyer’s workshop, eh?” I said half-teasingly,
“What darned things do you dye?”

Point-blank, the fox picked up my cap from the
table and pronounced:

“We dye anything, sir. Look, sir, you can get a
cap like this dyed a wonderful blue.”

“Oh no, don’t ever give me that!”

Flustered, I retrieved the cap pell-mell and
reminded him:

“I have no desire whatsoever to put a blue cap
on my head, understand?”

“Oh, you don’t. Well then, sir,” said the fox.
He ran his eyes with a searching gaze over my
clothing and suggested instead:

“How about that scarf? Or those socks, sir? Pants,
jacket, sweater, anything you name, sir, and they’ll
all come out in such a marvelous blue. Take it
from me, sir.”

What the hell was this
little devil all that keen to dye anything that belonged
to another for, anything his eyes fell on?—and the

I frowned in disgust.

thought of this got my dander up.

But on a second thought it entered my mind that
not only humans, but foxes, too, were cut out the
same for business: or, that the fox was all keyed up
to make some money for the service he’d give. After
all, he was bent on treating me as his customer.

I nodded an assurance to myself. Thus assured,
I felt bad to order nothing for any business he could
do when he did so much as to treat me to the tea for
a simple rest. Thinking I'd get him to dye a little
thing I had on me, say, my handkerchief, I had
thrust my hand into the pocket, when the little
assistant screeched at the top of his lungs:

“Oh yes, this is the way to go! Sir, I'll dye your
fingers.”

“My fingers?” I got huffed, and I swore at him:

“Dyed fingers, do you say you're going to give
me? Oh shit, not over my dead body!”

As if he cared, he replied with a broad smile
breaking on his face:

“Sir, wouldn’t you know? To get your fingers
dyed—nothing’s more fantastic. It’s just something.
Take my word for it, sir.”

So saying, he spread his own hands so my eyes
could see.

And to my eyes the blue leapt from the thumbs
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and index fingers—the rest buried in the whiteness
of his little hands. The fox drew his hands together
and, in my eyes, made a diamond-shaped frame
with the four fingers that were painted blue. And
hanging the frame over my eyes, he said in all
happiness:

“Sir, take a peep through this, will you?”

“Er, er, umph?” I uttered a mumbo-jumbo, not
anxious for it.

“Come on, sir, look, one look is just fine.”

Willy-nilly, I peeped into the finger-window. And
my eyes bulged.

Through the tiny window of his fingers, my eyes
took in the view of a white fox. It was a grand
view of a mother-fox, which squatted on her haunches
in a still, quiet manner. The brush of her tufty tail,
held the right way up, gave a sway in the air. It
was just as if a painting of a fox were fitted pat into
this window-frame.

“Wh-what in the world . . . ?”

Sheer astonishment choked my voice and I only
gasped.
forlornly with:

“This is my mother.”

A beat of silence.

“A shot went bang and she was dead, a long,
long time ago.”

“Bang? With one shot of the gun?”

“’s right. With the gun.”

The fox undid the diamond as he let his hands
down, and dropped his head. Not knowing he had
now betrayed himself, he went on to say:

“I longed to see my mother again at that. I
hankered after her as she’d been in life, just one
good glance was fine with me. Is this the feeling
that comes naturally to humans, or is it not?”

Into this dazzle of mine, the fox came

I felt it was getting a bit sentimental, but then I
kept nodding in real earnest as I listened.

“And then,” the fox continued, “one autumn day
like today, a gust of wind rustled past over the kikyo
field, stirring the flowers, and all the flowers said
together in one voice:

“ “Young one, dye your fingers in our color and
make a window of them.’

“I took it at their word. I picked heaps and
heaps of kikyo, squeezed juice out of the flowers
and with it painted my fingers. And then, look,
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there you are!”

So saying, he extended his hands and made another
window.

“You know, sir,” the fox said, “from then on,
I’'m not a lonely, wretched, motherless fox any more.
Why, you know, through this window I can see my
mother any time I want.”

Completely carried away, I gave one hearty nod
after another as I listened to him. The truth was, |
was alone myself.

“I want to have such a window, t0o,” I blurted
out loudly like a little boy. And the fox turned
radiant, his face glowing in overpowering delight.

“Very well, sir,” he said. “T’ll set to work right
away. Spread your hands down over there, sir.”

I rested my hands flat on the table while the fox
fetched a brush and plate holding the flower juice.
He got to working: he generously loaded his brush
with the blue liquid and began to paint my fingers
brush after slow and elaborate brush. Shortly, my
thumbs and index fingers turned kikyo blue.

“Right, here you are, sir. Now give it a try and
make a window with those fingers of yours, sir.”

My heart was pounding against the chest as I
made a diamond-shaped window. And then, all
nerves, [ brought it up to hang over my eyes.

What do you think happened then? In the screen
of my small window a picture of a little girl was
projected. She wore a one-piece dress with flower
patterns and a hat tied with a ribbon. It was a face I
was familiar with. It had a mole beneath the eye.

“My eyes! Isn’t that her!”

I jumped with joy. She was the girl from old
times, whom I had been very fond of and then again
whom it was absolutely impossible to see again.

“Don’t you see, sir? Isn’t it something to get
your fingers dyed?” The fox cackled innocently
like a schoolboy.

“Itis, it is. It’s just fantastic.”

Thinking I’d pay for what I'd just been given, I
fumbled my pockets but unfortunately I found not a
single copper in them. So I said:

“I'm sorry it just happens that I dont’t have a
single copper on me. However, I can give you
anything else that belongs to me. Name it and it’1l
be yours, my cap, my jacket, my sweater, my scarf,
anything at all.”
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At my offer, the fox said:

“If you insist, give me your gun.”

“My gun? Well, that’d, you know, umph . ..” I
dropped what’d have followed: . . . inconvenience
But on the second thought of the fantastic
window I’d only just gotten, my gun was nothing
hard at all to part with.

“Very well, it shall be yours.” Like a bighearted

me.

man, I gave up my gun to the fox.

“Thank you very much, sir.”

The little fox bent in a quick, solemn salutation
And in return—what a kind
He

and took my gun.
fox!—he gave me nameko* to take home.
said:

“Put into your broth this evening, sir.”

Even more to my surprise, the mushrooms were
put in a plastic bag, ready to take away.

I asked the fox to show me the way back to my
cabin. It was, as I found, simple as chessboards.
He told me that behind the shop was the cedar grove,
and that a walk for some two hundred yards through
the grove would take me out to my cabin. After I
had thanked him, I went around behind the shop as
I was told, and I found myself standing at the
threshold of the grove I was familiar with. It was
warm and peaceful in the same old haven with the
resplendent autumn sun spilling its glints through
the trees.

“Well I never.”

Marvelling, I ahed and oohed—this part of the
mountains, every inch of which I'd believed I had
known inside out, had hidden a secret path like this.
And such a gorgeous flower field and the shop kept
by a kindhearted fox . . . I got so heady I broke into
song through the nose. Walking along, I drew up
my hands together and made a diamond for a second
time.

Looking into the window, I saw it was raining.
A fine rain was silently falling.

And from beyond the drizzle came looming up a
yard, the good old yard I'd used to know. And
further across the yard was an old verandah. There
under the verandah were a pair of children’s boots,
neglected and exposed to the rain.

* An edible fungus of the family strophariaceae,
pholiota nameko by official name: cooked into a soup, a broth,
etc., as one of the assorted vegetables.
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Those . . . those are mine!

In a flash they relived in me, and set my heart
thumping. A figment of imaginatin came over me
if my mother, in her apron and white towel covering
her head,* wouldn’t come out any second to take
the boots away. I could hear her saying:

“You bad boy, you’ve left ’em in the rain.”

In the front yard there was a vegetable garden
she tended, where a cluster of green shiso herb**
was soaking in the rain like the next thing. Ah ...
wouldn’t she come out into the garden to pick the
leaves!

It was a shade light inside of the house. It was
lit by an electric bulb. I could hear cackles of two
children in snatches mixed with the music that was
coming from the radio. Ah, yes, that voice used to
belong to me, and the other to my sister who was
no more . . .

I drew a deep, long sigh and brought the hands
down. For some reason or other my heart ached,
making me feel so forlorn. I must tell you, my
childhood house had burned down. That good old
front yard had gone for good.

Notwithstanding, I bargained for such fantastic
fingers, yes, fantastic indeed! Resolved that I'd
take the best care I could of them for ever and ever,
I proceeded through the grove.

AND YET, WHAT DAMNED THING had I been
and gone and done on coming back to my cabin?

Ah, woe is me, I had washed my hands, thoroughly
unaware what I was doing. [ did it simply out of
the habit that had been with me over the years.

Damn it, my heart cried out, but it was already
too late. The blue paint on my fingers had come
clean off in a jiffy. No matter how my fingers
minus the paint formed the diamond, all that came
into it was the same old ceiling of my cabin.

* So that her hair would not go undone or uncouth
as she did her chores. It is a Japanese towel, thinner and
coarser in texture.

** Shiso, perilla frutescens crispa by official name,
is used in Japan as a herb, which has two variants distinguished
by their colors and the ways in which they are used as food:
one green for immediate service for eating and the other reddish-
purple for preserving plums, giving up its color and flavor to
them.
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Dazed, I spent the rest of the night with my tail
between my legs—the mushrooms I had received
from the fox never entered my mind.

The next day, I decided to visit the fox at his
shop again and have my fingers painted over. Once
I had settled for it, I did a big lunch of sandwiches
for what he’d do, and went into the cedar grove.

I went on and on in the grove, but all along it
was the same old grove. There was no way out to a
kikyo field, not a hint of it anywhere at all.

Since then I had wandered the mountains for
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days and days and days. The faintest cry of a fox
or the tiniest white shadow that rustled among the
trees would, once for all, set me all ears and searching
in the direction. But it was to no avail. That was
the first and last I saw of the little fox.

For all that, once in a while I go and attempt to
form a diamond with my fingers, paintless as they
may be, in the fond hope that something might pop
into it. A fat chance. This often makes folks laugh
at me and say that I have a peculiar way.
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